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Pieces of Me 

When we were first assigned this project, I wanted to think about the cabinet- of course in 
the historical context as far as art demonstration was concerned. Yet also, I wanted to think about 
how my objects would shape/define me as an individual, or should they even be defining who I 
am currently. Questions, questions, some unanswered before beginning this project, and some 
that I’m almost certain will remain that way until I have more life experience to reflect on. The 
basis of the interest within the showing cabinets was an interesting concept in itselfto me, 
concerning my interest with modern art history and the predecessors that influence my 
continuing practice- it didn’t necessarily align with my virtues for what I wanted to be symbolic 
of myself. It’s no secret to anyone who’s been inside of a major gallery anywhere within the 
‘western world’, the problems that face the art world concerning supremacy, colonialism, 
“big-manism”; (as musician/activist Fela Kuti would name it) ALONG with all the other ‘-isms’. 
I believe all artists share a similarity in which this thing we do may consume our lives, 
sometimes involuntarily and I’m no different from my colleagues. This is the reasoning as to 
why I wanted my chosen objects to concern themselves with concepts that the younger-me 
perhaps couldn’t fully grasp. Surprisingly they were quite mundane things, household objects 
and hand-me-down artifacts that always remained in the foreground of'a room or my mind until 


placed within my hands or heightened by a sense. 


The first of which, an black scented incense of a particular scent I can not still place a 
name on. Although a name is not applicable for the smell-good, it was always the first inkling of 
me being close to home. Whether it be the Campbellton apartments that my grandmother stayed 
in, hoarded in beautiful West End flea-market works depicted bronze skin in statues, depictions 
of transcendent love of the black man and woman in a fluid motion that resembled something 
that Brancusi would have possibly made if he stayed in Bankhead. Whether it be in Atlanta 
where the streets beyond the Five Points would reflect the large shadow of the UnderGround sign 
upon the yellow streaks in the pavement, and the bouncy-house reflections that lightened up the 
large windows ofthe Unica and DTLR me and my mother would shop at for TrukFit too large 
for my seven-year old body. She would often tell me that I would learn to “grow into” these 
garments and I’m still growing in them today. Whether it be in Atlanta or 35 minutes north of the 
city in a small town in which 1-24 ran directly through, Snellville. In a small, family-owned 
(since the 60s) brown-reddish brick home in which would go major renovations after the large 
forage from the surrounding area would try to collapse the family inside during any minor 
storms. In that small house which now smells of the same unnamed incense, yet the house is 
more quiet. The grief that once stood in the home draws it into a place of solemn silence in 
which only the incense burns steadily. It remains the only constant thing no matter the action, 
and I think I’m learning to mirror that practice. 


Within my relationships with my peers, my mother and family, with myself. 


The second artifact being an wooden, african-talisman which after extensive research still 
remains unknown to its origin/tribe. At first I believed the depiction of the woman with the 


headdress to be a remnant of the Tanzanian or Nkobi at first, yet I believe myself to still be 


incorrect in my research. As I continue to uncover the origin of this 14-15 inch wooden-carved 
statue, I often seek to continue to unravel new findings in my own personal identity. This idea 
isn’t new by any means or original to any black person born here in the states as you are- we may 
say “thrown into displacement’. Whether it be through uncovering places in which I once 
believed to be irrefutable certainties in which the real world makes me confront daily, my gender, 
sexuality, and the contents of the phenotype were never a question for me when I was younger. I 
didn’t have to learn to love anything about my identity because it was so prompt in the 
household, the caricatures of a time before or the words of another weren’t ever really 
considered. Yet the question presents itself now as what/who do these concepts of race and 
gender originate from, for what purpose do they serve to the creation in which I find myself 
currently. Just like the sense of black women in the western canon today, one we’ve seen 
multiple artists in which I’m blessed to be in a similar stratosphere to learn from have spoken to. 
The idea of these constraints are tantalizing, almost promiscuous to an eye that seeks to pervert 
the natural curiosity of a black child or the female body. I would be doing myself and my people 
a disservice- I feel to shy away from these ideas, to confront them while recontextualizing my 
place within them. Yes it's an important part of identity, but also in just growing older. Some of 
these questions I have about the talisman may remain unanswered for a long time, and I’m trying 
to learn that it’s okay to not have those answers right now. The connections are apparent beyond 
my house on the east-side of Atlanta or the people I see in the Marta station or even the entire 
diaspora for that matter. That revelation allows me to understand that this concept is not secular 
to me currently, but something that many linguists, painters, musicians and everyday black 


people have confronted before me. 


Therefore I am intrigued, almost aroused by the contemplation. 

My third little piece of myself being a small recreation of a black woman as an angel figure 
holding a small black-baby cherub. The relationship is unique in many facets of itself as me 
being raised by my mother and the women around her, being a church-goer as a young child yet 
almost always after grief, losing and regaining pieces of that relationship between God and my 
mother and the midst of it all. I forgot to mention that the child is missing a hand and leg, well 
we can imagine that the process of losing a ligament could be painful yet these emotions aren’t 
shown in the gaze shared between the mother and child. It is safe to say whomever may have 
constructed the object had no original plans of it being dropped or losing parts of itself, and this 
is relative just on a normal plane of humanity. We have no foreshadowing or allusions as to what 
awaits us beyond the womb, rather we don’t even ask to be here. Still, I must recognize this from 
both sides dealing with God, and my mother. They ask something of you, even before you’re 
here. Mothers ask for your safety in return (only if you believe in reincarnation), they ask for the 
opportunity to hold you, and just stare for moments at a time. For a safe and healthy transition to 
the outside world and directly into their arms. These questions may not be linear to you of 
course, but I think of my mother speaking to God as well. There are plenty of uncertainties in 
being young with a child, whether you have the help or not. “ What will they look like?”. “I 
wonder what they feel” this type of thing, then again this may be an unspoken conversation 
between the two of something that is already understood and written before we even know it. It 
is true you owe nothing to nobody but yourself, but I take pleasure in knowing that it is an 


unknown faith instilled within every child between the circle table conversation of God, the 


mother and unborn child. I take comfort also in knowing no matter how many times I lose track 


of myself or the limbs I’d once grown, my mother will love me all the same. 
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